through to London and from London to Manchester, so that Sasha, right
across a keyed-up Europe on the very edge of war, heard the voice of his
child for the first time.

Then the operator said : " Your time is up, sir/5 and a French voice
said : u G'est tennine," and a German voice snapped : " Geendet," and
a languid Polish voice said in excellent English., " Your time is up now. . . .
What's the weather like in England. It's thirty-five below here. Brrr,"
and a hearty Russian voice said, " Konchyet Tovarish."

Sasha dropped the receiver and rushed to the clerk on duty at the
central desk.

" I have spoke with my wife," he cried ecstatically, " in Moskva* I
have heard my baby cry.5'

" By gum, lad, that's a bit of all right," said the clerk. " I've got six
meself like. , , . Hey, steady lad, steady , . . whoa!" for Sasha had
seized him fraternally in his mighty arms and was implanting a kiss on both
his astonished cheeks.

